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brown eyes looked mirthfulness and love of joy. He was like a
marrowy plant, which needs but water and the poorest ground to
make it grow to strength; but which, in too fat a soil, will shoot
into luxuriant overgrowth, without fruit or usefulness. The father's
heritage, as often happens, proved the ruin of the son. Scarce
had he felt the joy of being sole possessor and disposer of a large
fortune, when he set about endeavouring to get rid of it as of a
galling burden; began to play the Eich Man in the Gospel to the
very letter; went clothed in fine apparel, and fared sumptuously
every day. No feast at the bishop's court could be compared for
pomp and superfluity with his ; and never while the town of Bre-
men shall endure, will such another public dinner be consumed^
as it yearly got from him; for to every burgher of the place he
gave a Krusel-soup and a jug of Spanish wine. For this, all
people cried: Long life to him! and Franz became the hero of
the day.

In this unceasing whirl of joviality, no thought was cast upon
the Balancing of Entries, which, in those days, was the merchant's
vade-mecum, though in our times it is going out of fashion, and
for want of it the tongue of the commercial beam too frequently
declines with a magnetic virtue from the vertical position. Some
years passed on without the joyful Franz's noticing a diminution
in his incomes; for at his father's death every chest and coffer
had been full. The voracious host of table-friends, the airy com-
pany of jesters, gamesters, parasites, and all who had their living
by the prodigal son, took special care to keep reflection at a dist-
ance from him; they hurried him from one enjoyment to another;
kept him constantly in play, lest in some sober moment Eeason
might awake, and snatch him from their plundering claws.

But at last their well of happiness went suddenly dry; old
Melchior's casks of gold were now run off even to the lees. One
day, Franz ordered payment of a large account; his cash-keeper
was not in a state to execute the precept, and returned "it with a
protest. This counter-incident flashed keenly through the soul
of Franz; yet he felt nothing else but anger and vexation at his
servant, to whose unaccountable perversity, by no means to his
own ill husbandry, he charged the present disorder in his finances.
Nor did he give himself the trouble to investigate the real condi-
tion of the business; but after flying to the common Fool's-litany,
and thundering out some scores of curses, he transmitted to his.
shoulder-shrugging steward the laconic order: Find means.